2l8          SELF-SELECTED    ESSAYS

periods. You remember how you longed, how you
ached, in those days, for the time to pass, and how
the minutes dragged out, until at last you were not
merely bored, but suffering in an agony and a fury
of tedium. That is what I felt. There were some
scenes representing meetings of the Grand Council of
Jerusalem, scenes in which every character had a
lengthy speech to make and made it with grim delib-
eration, that seemed to me a closer approach to some
devilish eternity than anything I have ever known
apart from the front-line trenches during the winter
of 1915-1916.

It was not the actual scenes that did the mischief,
but the prologues and the singing. Before each scene,
there entered, in a slow solemn procession, the speaker
of the prologue (the famous Anton Lang) and a choir
of forty-eight men and women who were supposed to
be guardian spirits. Considered as a village choir, these
gingers were unusually good, but they were certainly
not good enough to be given such scope, for before we
had done we must have had four hours of them, and
four hours of mediocre singers going rather tamely
through a great deal of mediocre music are too much
for any man* Moreover, these guardian spirits went
through the same slow ritual of entrance and exit
before each scene, and, as you can imagine, there are
a great many scenes. The first two or three times
they did it, I was quite pleased to see them, but after
that their entrance either irritated or depressed me,
and long before I had seen the last of them, I think